Too Many "People

I HAVE decided that I cannot enjoy London any longer,
not even on a short visit. I think it was our experi-
ence at the Circus that decided me. As soon as we
arrived in town the other day we bethought ourselves
of the circus at Olympia and made up our minds to
go that very afternoon. It never occurred to us to
book seats. Having lunched, we descended upon West
Kensington like gods, our minds pleasantly humming
with anticipation and full of circuses. For my own
part, I was bent on seeing the hundred or so clowna
it promised us. Professional clowns and clowning, the
sjlly antics of serious people, are rare enough these
days, and would be a refreshing change from the other
and unprofessional kind of clowning one knows so
well, the serious antics of silly people. We were in
good time, and I saw us strolling in and dropping into
comfortable seats, surrounded by the enthusiastic
youngsters who would make up the larger part of the
afternoon audience. But when we arrived at the place,
there seemed to be a revolution in progress. Olympia
was being stormed as if it were another Bastille.
Streams of people were coming away and great throngs
were still pressing forward. Uniformed attendants,
with very hoarse voices and wazed moustaches, and
looking like the ringmaster's poor relations, were bawl-
ing out the news that all tickets for the Circus that
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